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Prince Imperial's in Zululand). Then he galloped
off, leaving his master stranded on the hillside, a
lonely figure with a Mauser pistol. But not a
stationary figure. He ran hard for safety without
much prospect of attaining it, until a friendly horseman
galloped by. Churchill hailed the rider, who checked
and picked him up, mounting the war correspondent
pillion behind him. So the two of them rode hard
until they were out of range. But their common
mount was badly hit; and his rescuer's sole comment
upon being thanked for saving Winston Churchill's
life was, ** Ah, but it's the horse I'm thinking about."
Now he was campaigning cheerfully among his
friends, accompanying Ian Hamilton on the great
flanking march that brought them first (and Winston
Churchill first of all) to Johannesburg, then to
Pretoria, and finally sent him riding with a cheer
and a lifted hat up to the very prison camp where
he would still have been an inmate, if he had not
escaped. The wheel had come full-circle. For he
announced their liberation to his former fellow-
prisoners. The war was dying down; and future
operations seemed to hold little that would be
worthy of his notice. A diminuendo of barbed wire
and block-houses was somehow uninspiring. He
was disinclined to be the chronicler of "a section,
a pompom, an* six 'undrcd men" in perpetual
pursuit of the unattainable De Wet; and after a
small affair on the railway, in which he showed his
customary tendency to board the locomotive and
tell the driver what to do, he left for home to go
into Parliament.
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